stripped of its trimmings and left with the few simple things
that really count, . . ."

"And the orchestra plays umtata to our emotions/*
Bhakaroff threw in, for he was not in his best mood to-night.
But Dr. Mayer would not be interrupted. "Sometimes
I can feel those subtle vibrations between the stage and the
audience like something tangible, something------"

"Silence in the wings!** was hissed at him and the stage
manager, rotund and perspiring, popped up at his side*
"Excuse rne, I didn't know it was you," he whispered, but
he took his stand nest to the voluble stage director to prevent
him from making more noise than was admissable. Alike
Stern followed in his wake, ready for his next cue*

"Hello, Bhakaroff/* he said grandly; he would have
clapped the great man's shoulder if he had not been too short
to reach it. It was the most triumphant moment of his new
career so far: talking to Bhakaroff as an equal. "Hello,
Bhakaroff, how's your voice to-night?" Bhakaroff pretended
to be engrossed in the dust on the stage, so Mike turned to
his other enemy, Dr. Mayer. "You know what's the
trouble with you," he said, " You are a foreigner, you are too
highbrow for us Americans. Fve just stood in the next wing
and heard you fairly pouring out philosophy. Well, let me
tell you, that's all hokum, that won't sell a single ticket,
believe me, for I've been in this business since I was a kid.
What do the people out there want? Voices. Nothing but
voices. Singers that can sing and voices that are voices.
I am glad I got my voice, that's all I can say I"

"Excuse me," Dr. Mayer said and pushed Mike aside
to make room for Micaela's exit. Yet Sybil didn't notice
him, she was a bit out of breath as she came running into the
wing and took BhakarofPs arm, while the staccato of the
applause out there died down.

"Do you hear?5* she said happily, "they are very nice
to-night!" " They," that was the audience, that unseen
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